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"That you are overwrought, Madame."
"Yes."
"And not only by what I ventured to say to you/1
A parting of her lips, a quick movement of her breast,
told him that his aim had been true. He could not resist
saying—and watching for the effect in her—"We all pray
that Narwitz may be safely returned to you."
"Thank you.""
He bowed, and left her to examine the Ruysdael. While
she gazed at the sombre canvas, seeing nothing but its
darkness and a cloudy image of her own face, she thought
how loosely adrift she was, how contemptibly alone, in a
world where even a fool could so far misjudge her. She
was without root or clan, unrecognizable, belonging no-
where—without existence, she added suddenly. She was
the wife of a man in whose reality she found it impossible,
at that moment, to believe, and when she suddenly re-
membered having felt the pressure of his hands and fore-
arms on her naked back she shuddered, feeling that this
was not a recollection of her own experience but of the
experience of another woman who was dead. He would
not return to her; she knew, as if the scene were reflected
for her in the Ruysdael, that Rupert's body was lying now
partly buried by earth; she saw the back of his head pro-
truding and the heel of a riding boot. She imagined herself
running to his side and kneeling on the loose earth; his
head turned; his eyes stared at her. "Rupert!" she said,
but he didn't hear her, didn't know of her existence, and,
when he had faded from her sight, she saw, where his head
had been, the face of the hotel-porter, who was saying:
"Von Narwitz... .Von Narwitz.. . . No, there has been no
message, Mevrouw."
"You will play bridge?" Mevrouw Penninck was saying.
Long afterwards, lying in bed, Julie was awakened,
whenever she was about to fall asleep, by the same voice
asking if she would play bridge, and in her mind she began
to tap the glossy cards with her fingernail. She had not
asked for a message as she passed through the hotel on her
way to her bedroom, and in the morning there were no

